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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Now all my world is made of hands 
That cling to mine again, 

And I am bound with iron bands 
Of passion and of pain. 



ALLEGRA AGONISTES 

A gleam of gold in gloom and gray, 

A call from out a fairer day. 

Oh pang at heart and ebbing blood ! 

(Hush, bread and salt should be thy mood, 

Stern woman of the Brotherhood.) 

Clamor of golden tones and tunes, 
Hint of faint horns, breath of bassoons; 
They wound my soul again; I lie 
Face earthward in fresh agony. 
Oh give me joy before I die ! 

World, world, I could have danced for thee, 
And I had tales and minstrelsy; 
Kept fairer I had been more good. 
(Hush, bread and salt should be thy mood, 
Soul of the breadless Brotherhood.) 

Some thou hast formed to play thy part, 
The bold, the cold, the hard of heart. 
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Poems 



Thy rue upon my lips, I toss. 

Rose was my right. world, the loss, 

When Greek limbs writhe upon the cross! 

Grace Fallow Norton 



TO A FRIEND 

As a child parts the petals of a rose, 
Seeking perplexed, within the perfumed core, 
A tangible sweetness — so my thoughts explore 
This twilit hour, through many a fragrant close, 
Our interfolded years. Proud Memory shows 
Old visions of far days, bright in her store 
Beside the light last speech we loitered o'er; 
So thornless-fair our Rose of Friendship blows. 
But whence the subtle sweetness which makes rare 
Slight, common joys, so they be shared by you; 
Or why, that distant hour, each spirit chose 
Instant the other? Sense may not lay bare 
The mystery of love I thus pursue 
As a child parts the petals of a rose. 

Minor Watson 
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